KING    WILLIAM    LAND
The sea does not freeze solid in a single night. Day after day
I watched it, and I saw how, helped by the shifting winds, the
grainy-surfaced mirror would crack and break, the waters
would flow free, and then the struggle would begin again.
Something more powerful than the demonic power of the sea
was vanquishing its impetuousness, curbing its restless spirit.
Little by little it was forced to yield, and the waves flung by it
against the already frozen shore would stop in mid-air, defeated,
crystallized. One morning there was left only a small pool of
water in the bay, of a green so dark that it was almost black.
Out of it popped a seal, and then another seal. Next day this
pool, too, was gone, and there remained only the different
shades of green and grey and white to attest the phases of the
struggle. I saw the Eskimos move cautiously out from shore,
saw them strike the ice smartly with their heels to test its
strength, and saw them cross the pack to mark the arrival of the
greatest of seasons.
Gibson, meanwhile, had been making ready for the coming
of winter. First, as much of the coal as could be stored had to
be brought in from the mound that lay by the shore. Then the
rest had to be carefully covered over, kept warm, as it were; for
when coal freezes it will not burn, and in a land where coal,
delivered, is worth one hundred and seventy dollars a ton, you
do not willingly waste it. Everything that great cold could
damage had to be cared for: electric batteries, for example,
which lose half their efficiency when they freeze; the glass jars
of tomatoes and of pickles, which would burst in this temper-
ature if they were not insulated. Potatoes that freeze instantly
can be thawed out and remain good; but if they are left to freeze
gradually, they rot and are lost. In the outbuilding where the
trading with the Eskimos went on, the Store, everything had to
be got ready in advance, for the Store was desperately cold and
damp and a wise man would arrange to work there as swiftly
and briefly as possible. Therefore Gibson was sorting his stock,
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